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TEXT: John 1:11 "He came to his own home, and his own people
received him not. But to all who received him, who believed in
his name, he gave power to become children of God."

Like many of you, I spent much of Friday evening sitting in front
of my television set, watching the 'Tosa East basketball game. And,
like many of you, my feelings went from anticipation, as 'Tosa broke
into an early lead, to concern, when Sheboygan went ahead, to a deep
disappointment when the game ended with 'Tosa still two points behind.

And it occured to me that, in a very small way, what I
experienced that evening was a kind of model for Palm Sunday and Holy
Week. As we read about that last week of Jesus' life, we find much
the same kind of progression. It, too, began with expectation and
hope. When Jesus rode into Jerusalem, those people who lined its
ancient streets yelled and cheered as enthusiastically as any sports
fans ever did. His reception was so overwhelming, in fact, that for
nineteen hundred years it has generally been described as a "triumphal
entry."

And, yet, I have always been puzzled by that. Puzzled because
you and I know something those cheering crowds did not. We know how
it ended. We know that many of those same people who welcomed Jesus
and shouted, "Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord" cursed
him, and cried out, "Crucify himl" just a few days later. And it is
hard for me to see that as any kind of triumph. Just as it is hard to
understand how it could have happened at all.

I know, of course, that there is something very contageous about
the reactions of a crowd. Bruce Larson tells the story of a man who
received an honorary degree at a university. And, in his
introduction, the chancellor said, "The man we are honoring today is a
great man. Some would say he is a very great man. And I would even
say that he is a very, very great man." At that, the audience
applauded so long and so enthusiastically, that for a little while the
recipient of all that praise began to believe it. And, driving home
after the ceremony, he turned to his wife and asked, "Dear, how many
very, very great men do you think there are in the world?" And, being
the good wife that she was, she replied, "One less than you think
there are."

As I said, it is easy to get carried away by the crowd. And that
may explain the reactions of those people in Jerusalem nineteen
hundred years ago. But you and I have the advantage of nineteen
centuries of hind-sight. So I have never understood why we, too,
often think of Palm Sunday as some kind of a triumph. It has long
been my contention that, rather than a triumph, Palm Sunday might well
be called "The Saddest Day of the Year."

I realize, of course, that Good Friday might seem to be a better
candidate for that dubious honor. But in Good Friday, there is at
least a genuineness that I don't see in Palm Sunday. At least on Good
Friday, Jesus was crucified for what he truly was, a threat to the
religious and political establishment.








